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indite, 
[ ſimple Sauuney, Fou Sir Knight? 4 
| To You indulgent-Fate has given "0 
A higher Sphere to move and live in, ee, | 
Made in our Lives a Diff rence. wider 
Than twixt Champagne and Norman C 1G : 
Yet ſince our Studies better che. 
Since you can deign to play with Rhyme; 
| Poetic Licence may excuſe | 
The Freedom of a Kindred r 
B | Thus 


ED] 
| * I O_o 4 in — —_— 


4 MY wipe oy $4 Pp ry yy ** 8 or ſmi 45 
Il uſe a a more familiar Style, 
Call you Sir Ferry, or my Friend, 


As either beſt the Verſe will end. 
Once ſure I angghe, O-bappy -Ti —— 
That Title boaſt } bout ene, of $ 1 
When you, LE 54 "Mi did grace 8 
And chear this melancholy Place; 
At the four Taverns i in their Round 
I and my Knight v were duly ond. 
The Tanne, or Mure; Hosp, or -— 


By Turns receiv d us to carouze ; 
As reeling down Line, | 7 IJ TF 
The Sun calls in at every Sign N 
But now, alas! each jovial Les” oh 

Is vaniſh'd like 4 ſickly Dream, 

Whoſe pleaſing Images remain 
Imprinted Weakly on the Brain 
So when by Chance ſome wand' ring — 
On Fairies circled Haunt does light, 17 
And from their Elfships Favour rs 
. mix among the — Trains; 


W 


a 4 et 


While 


k, Dance) and Feaſt, 


While with the MyfG 


He gluts his Ear, his Eye, his Lahde n 
Quick diſappears the Revel. Scene,, 


And lea ves him on the ba: 1 


Why is the ſadly=pleafing Thouge 


Again to my Remembrance brought! 
Let me renew thoſe Joys in Town i 
Or in the Dew of Leibe drown . 1 lewd, 
My Friend, perhaps, inclines to l, 10 
I've laid aſide the W Angi. 
Have taſted of that ſuber Well, 
Sov'reign the Love of Wine 5 


N 
> * 


As Ovid does the Story tell. 4 


That full Six Lean at Contridge brd, 


Each Claſſic Author J have read; i 2 - 
And, Step by Step am lectur d . N 


T he Circle of our Arts profound. | 

That now repleat with Pride and Knowledge, | 
I ſtrut a Fellow of the College. — 

Ah no, Sir. Faith they've been fo ng 

(Hard Fate!) a growing Bard t exclude ; 

But why ſhould I that Fate regret 

Which Spencer, and which Milton met. 
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Vet, Sir, by: Virtue of Degree, 


I urite myſelf L. L. e 26H eit cuts K 


That civil La I underſtandſ, Wh 290 
I glve it under my own. Hend.. FT 65! baA 
But for Philoſophy ,2 God wot, FR 
I know no more chen Harter: ven 04 6415 ins a 
Bleſt Hortentots ! they eat, they FP — 
And hold it Idleneſs to thirk ʒʒ FE | 
Reaſon, they urge, n T v 
And Argument engenders 42 oc bits bi 


; Serene, diſpaſſionate, Tupine, -- 


They lead, by Jove, a Life Divide! 2 

Points ſpeculative and abſtruſe 3505 e J:21 
J leave to Sophiſts, and their Uſfſe. 
Oft they harangue the — * Rel doo] 
With Cant and Jargon of the Schoolsss 
Each Paſſion that the human Breaſt 
Thro' Nature's Frailty can infeſt, 
In Syſtem regular they ſtate: 10 7 


If Joy, or Grief; if Love, or Hate) 


Define, diſtinguiſh, and deſcribe, 
To each aſſign a num'rous Tribe 


Of Subalterns, that, more or leſs, 


Elate poor Alma, or depreſs. 
Shew 


(7) 


Shew by the ſettled Laws of Fate 
How Things eternally relate; 
That moral Good, and moral Evil 
Are oppolite as God and Devil. 

Sure for Philoſophy wife Fate 
Did this Meridian calculate. 
The Muſe, alas! in vain reſiſts 
Th' incumbent Weight of Cambridge Miſts 
Shou'd Phæbus dart a kindly Beam ' 
Io quicken our inactive Phlegm; 
Shou'd an advent'rous Bard, in we 
Of the dull Climate, dare to write; 
Some envious Vapour, f 
Lodg'd in the Feather of his Pen, 
Does thence adown the humid Quill 
A ſoporif 'rous Dew diſtil : 
So If I'm dull, dear Sir, I think, 
You ought to blame the Pen and Ink. 
Nay, to the friendly Bottle clings 

Th' unwholeſome Damp with flaggy Wings. 

Our Mercury, (in Contradiction 
To Barometrical Conviction „ 
Tho' by thick Air on all Sides preſt, 
Ne er riſes 'bove a A Jeſt. 


%% 
A fine Conceit, begot with pain 
In the warm Juices of the Brain, 
Jjuſt as it penetrates the Pores, 

Juſt when the Witling thinks it ſoars, 
For want of rarifying Mio,” 135 
Condenſes to a heavy Pun: 

A Pun, the Soul of Cambridge Wit! 
For muddled Port Companion fit. 
Curſt with groſs Atmoſphere, » we fi 8 


* For happy Oxford'r purer Sæy; Hive oT 
Where the bright Genius can preva a * e 
O er the dull Feculenee of Ale 30 
Stupid with Candour au Good Nature, 
We aim not at their Gibe and Satyr; 5 nt 5 50. 


No Sneerer eer in Cambridge roſe, hari 
Oxonzans only curl the Nofe. 0 2! 
You'll ask me, doubtleſs, why 1 2 
So far remov'd from all that's gay! 
Why ſhake not off the droniſh Gow 
And viſit that bewitching Town. 
Convey'd, my Friend, where-e er = wy 
Inn rowling Chariot, at your Eaſe, _ | 
'You know not what Diſguſts he meets, 
Who beats the Hodf thro London Streets. 
2 In 


* A 


0 9 ) 
Ls that 8 of Noiſe and Buſtle, 


To preſs! to ſqueeze ! to thruſt ! to juſtle! 


All hurrying on with equal Speed, 


By Buſineſs led, or driv'n by Need. 


With Indignation I give Way 


To Men who drudge, like Mules, for Pay; | 


To Brawny Iriſhmen, who bear 

The lazy Fop in penfile Chair. 

Whoſe Backs, heroically broad, 

Stoop to take up an Eunuch's i 

_ Haply juſt rhyming an Epiſtle, 
As for Amuſement ſome Folks whiſtle * 
By ſome rude” Portes Ln toſt, : 
With broken Elbayr, gainſt a Poſt, | 

And then what pretty Thoughts are loſt! 


The flouriſh'd Whip, from rattling. Hack, | 
Now makes me {tart with ſudden Smack; 


I mend my Pace, as much m__ 
As on myſelf the Whip wer laid. 


| Zi 


Full in my Face fome ſpiteful Girl 


Her drizzly Mop contrives to 1 
Another, while I muſing ik « 
Diſcharges an unlucky Pai. 
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